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Playing Games 


Author's Notes: 
An |j-friend, Elina, is to blame for this. | was quite content not knowing their music, but now |\'ve got a few 


muses running around my head. | can\'t really complain about it. :) 


"You little shit!" 

Eyebrows scrunched together from underneath a mass of blond curls. 

"You're calling me little?" 

The two shouts had dark eyes lifting up from a book, narrowed in confusion He wasn't the only one glancing to 
the back of the bus; their tour manager and several roadies who weren't sleeping like the bassist had glanced 


down the aisle, but of course they couldn't see through the back door, shut to keep the noises from the other 


side from seeping out. 


"What do you expect? You're playing the master here,’ Gary boasted seconds after his retort. 


Easing Pat's head off his shoulder, Nuno carefully climbed over his legs and made his way down to the lounge. 
The voices were quieter, but words were still being exchanged. His curiosity had been tempted far enough that 
he couldn't ignore it now, so without any hesitation he opened the door. "Now why would you be the master?" 


he asked, leaning against the doorframe. 


Gary and Paul had been seated at the only table in the room, but Gary stood up upon hearing his voice. He 


smiled proudly, arms spread out and palms open. "Because | won the game, again!" 


Paul, still seated, rolled his eyes, but otherwise didn't look put out by the proclamation, even smiling faintly. 


"I've never won against him." 


"What are you playing?” Nuno glanced over his shoulder, not expecting to hear Pat's tired voice. He rubbed his 
eyes, squinting to see what Paul was doing, pulling items off of the table. 


"Scrabble." Paul sighed heavily, putting what were apparently tiles into a small cloth bag. "You'd think I'd learn 
my lesson and stop playing him, but | keep thinking it will be my lucky day." 


‘lm guessing a second game is out of the question then," Gary commented. At Paul's scoff Gary fell gracefully 
onto the couch, stretching his arms out over the top, looking like a prod king. Nuno rolled his eyes, his gaze 
conveniently falling on Pat's, looking at him with a quirked eyebrow. "What am | going to do now?" 


"You can play me," Nuno offered. 


Looking over him, considering his potential combatant, Gary cocked his head. "I didn't realise you played 
Scrabble." 


"| play once in a while." Nuno shrugged a shoulder, easing away from the chuckle behind him. "I hope I'm not too 


rusty.” 


"Don't say that, don't do it, he'll take no mercy," Paul warned, tying the bag together, almost ready to throw it 


into the game box on the floor. 

"Hts too late for warnings, and besides, he already agreed" Gary hopped to his feet, eager to let the blood flow. 
Nuno watched him rub his hands together, heading back for the table. "So what's the prize for the winner?" 
Gary's hands were on the chair, pulling it out, but he stopped before sitting down "Prize?" 

"Oh, sorry, | forget that's how | was taught how to play the game." Making his way for the seat that Paul had 


vacated seconds ago, Nuno batted the idea away with a flick of his fingers. "Yeah, so no prizes - and who 


keeps score?" 


"No, no, we're going to do prizes, | like that idea," Gary assured him, grinning in excitement. He sat down, pulling 
a pad of paper towards him. He tore off the top sheet, crumpling it up and throwing it to the ground, but not 
until after Nuno saw his and Paul's name written on it. "And I'm in charge of the scores." 


"He's in charge of everything," Paul remarked dryly. 


Gary slapped him on the arm. "Always the way." He ducked away from the slap Paul tried to give him to his 
head. "Now, what are the prizes going to be?" 


"How about we choose afterwards? That's how | play." He took the bag, still sitting on the table, stretching the 
tie loose to dip his fingers in, but stopped before removing any letters. "Wait, how do you decide who starts 
first?" 


"The winner of the previous game takes his letters first, and starts first," Gary explained, prying his fingers 
loose from the bag. 


"IFs a vicious cycle," Paul lamented from the background. 
Gary twisted around, glaring at the back of Paul's head. "I don't need your commentary!" 
"Now there's an idea, we should watch and be the commentators," Pat suggested. 


"| said no commentary!" Gary turned around, eyeing Pat as he took up one of the extra chairs that went with 


the table. 


‘Okay, we'll be spectators then," Pat agreed, once he was seated down comfortably, the chair backwards, his 
arms crossed and propped a top the back. 


"Absolute quiet, or you're out," Gary threatened. 


"And a silence fell over the green" Paul pulled up another chair, forcing them to shuffle so that everyone 


could fit in at the table. "He lines up his putt-" 
Gary thrust a finger before his mouth. "I said - quiet" 


Nuno bit his lip, keeping smirk and laugh to himself, even as Pat's knee nudged against his thigh. 


"I never thought I'd see the day." 


This time it was Paul who was gloating, looking over the pad of paper held between him and Pat. "See what?" 


Pat asked, putting the pen back down on the table. 


"The day that Gary sulks; not only that, but that he's sulking after a game of Scrabble." Laughing in disbelief, 
Paul pushed the pad underneath Gary's slumped head, his own writing staring up at him. "| have never seen 


Gary lose!" 
Gary didn't move his head, but his eyes lifted to across the table. "Rusty my ass," he grumbled. 


Pat burst out in hysterical laughter, clutching his stomach. Soon Paul was in hysterics, but instead of giving in 
to peer pressure, Nuno gave Gary an apologetic face. "Well, | wasn't entirely lying. | don't play all that often" 


Pushing his chair back, Gary stalked away, but not without glaring over his shoulder. "After this, you aren't 


playing me again." 


"Is this before or after | claim my prize?" Nuno asked, succumbing to a small percentage of the amusement 


that his friends were drowning in and letting a small smile pull at his lips. 


‘Oh shit” Wiping his hand over his face, Gary turned back to the table. It wasn't so hard now that Paul and 
Pat had quieted down, but there was a distinct dread to his slow steps. "So what is this prize you're so keen 


on?" 

Nuno finished putting away the tiles in the bag, setting the bag on the board folded into the box. Straightening 
up, he swung his hair back over his shoulder, closing his eyes in deliberation. He hadn't thought of when, even 
though he knew exactly what he'd do. "I'll tell you after sound check" 

Paul choked on a laugh. 


Nodding in agreement, Gary stepped back, gave room for Nuno to stand up. "Alright, that works." 


"Great" Nuno flashed him a smile, letting his fingers glide over Gary's biceps instead of a friendly pat, the 


muscle underneath tensing. "I can't let you suffer for too long." 


Pat clamped his hand over his grin. 


He made sure to keep a proximity to the older man, his presence a reminder of the ominous prize. Staying 
close wasn't all that hard; the rest of the bus ride he had stayed in the lounge, settling in on the opposite end 
of the couch where Gary sat. At the club he had been prepared to try harder, but it seemed like Gary wasn't 
willing to let him out of his sight either. 


This was going easier than Nuno expected. 


Rehearsal went by smoothly, experiencing only a few problems that were easily fixed by the sound check a 
couple of hours later. Paul tried his best to not look like he was watching them, but he could feel his gaze on 
him as he left the stage, joining the crush of roadies and personnel waiting off stage, not stopping for Gary's 


voice as he called after him, preferring to give him a knowing look. 


This was all a part of the game, the garnering of the prize; Gary was not to know when or where it was going 
to happen. After all, it was Nuno's prize. He was making the decisions here, he would tell Gary the details as it 


was needed. 


He caught Gary's constant gaze backstage, between workers and lucky fans. Gary gave a rushed apology to one 
such fan, hugging her tight and whispering something in her ear that had her grinning. 


Gary leaned down, muttering in his ear. "Could you have waited long enough?" 


"This is the only time we can do this." Nuno kept his gaze forward, smiling at everyone as he made his way to 
the dressing room. Rapping on the door, and glancing inside, it was empty just like he expected it to be. With a 
hand at the small of Gary's back, Nuno guided him into the room first, locking the door behind him. "You know 
how busy it gets before a show." 


"Exactly! At this rate we should just wait until after-" Nuno cut Gary off, pushing him back against the wall, 
the door only a few inches to their right, gently pressing his lips against Gary's. Shifting from light to heavy, 
he slid his fingers from elbows to shoulders, getting a better grip to pull himself closer. It wasn't necessary, 
Gary grabbing his neck and pulling him in the rest of the way. "I take that back," Gary interjected when they 


both realised breathing was necessary. "Now is a perfect time." 


"I thought you might say that." Forgoing the tease of seconds ago Nuno pushed in, attacking with full intention 
Gary was only too happy to assist, but that wasn't what Nuno wanted, he wanted Gary to submit. Grinning, 
Nuno nipped at his bottom lip, slid one busy hand down to twist free the button to Gary's jeans. His stomach 
quivered, tensed even more as Nuno pushed his fingers deep inside, finding hardening flesh. "What do you say 


now?" 


"Please." Groan or plea, Nuno answered the request by kissing him hard, curling fingers tight. A sure grip 
always worked, but with a twist of one finger, a bit of pressure dipping right there, he knew he was on his 
way to stringing Gary out. Deft hand, slightly calloused but smooth from pooling moisture, Nuno wrung his 
fingers over the length, grazing eager skin with nails. Every shift in pressure, the varying touches drove Gary 
to helplessness. He tried to moan his delight into his mouth, but instead gasped against his cheek. His knuckles 
were buried in his shirt, holding onto the one thing that remained centred, while he lost control, the pull of the 
burn inside him spreading through his whole body. Nuno could feel the tension, and waited for the moment, the 


second when it would seize. 
"Gary! Nuno! On stage now!" 


There. 


Gary's face blanked, caught between when ecstasy should have been struck and anticipation. The transition 
never occurred, Nuno stepping back, wiping his hand off with the inside of Gary's shirt but leaving him with 
his open jeans. "Stop standing there, we got to get going." 


Nuno left Gary gaping against the wall, joining the now rush of people outside, making his way to the stage. 
Several second later Gary caught up, his hand tight around his wrist but not as tight as his jeans were looking. 
He couldn't help but laugh, the pain in his hand worth the look Gary had on his face. "You're just going to leave 
me like this?" Gary hissed in his ear. 


Nuno looked Gary over, staring the longest at the obvious predicament beneath his zipper. "Looks like it.” Gary 
stared at him in disbelief, his fingers slacking just enough for Nuno to pry them back, letting him slip away 
with a nod and a smirk. 


Shuddering out a disgruntled deep breath, Gary tried his best to hurry to the stage. He only got so far, 
stopped by a purposeful gaze upon him. He wouldn't have thought anything of it, accustomed to being watched, 


but it was as though the man knew exactly where to look, and the thought alarmed him more than he 
expected. "Pat?" 


Pat slowly glanced up, not out of guilt but to prolong the obvious discomfort Gary felt at being discovered. "So 
he did claim his prize," Pat realised. 


Gary's stomach flip-flopped, despite the casual tone to Pat's words. "How do you know?" 

"You and Paul aren't the only ones who play Scrabble all the time," Pat explained His eyes dropped to below the 
belt again, making Gary squirm. Pat smirked at the obvious nerves. "Although, | must say, Nuno's prizes are a 
lot more.. beneficial to me." 

Gary was too stunned to move, so Pat took several steps to get past him, climbing up onto the stage. He was 
out of earshot range from the singer when he awkwardly joined the others, but Pat kept his voice low, 
whispering to Nuno. "You are cruel." 

"The rules of the game aren't always fair," Nuno replied solemnly. 

Pat shook his head, trying not to laugh. "We'll see about that later.” 


Music and crowd almost drowned out the words. "Game tonight?" 


"Defi nitely." 


